
TheTragcdie 

Would tcmptvntoa clofc exploit of death. 

Boy. My Lord,l know a difeontented Gentleman, 

Whofe humble mcancs match not his haughtie roindc, 

Gold were as good as twcntic Orators, 

And will nodoubttcropthimto any thing. 

King., What is his name? 

Boy. Hisnaraemy LordjisTirrcll. 

King. Goc call him hither prcfcntly. 
Thedcepcrcuoluingwittic Buckingham, 

No more flwll be the neighbour to my counicil^ 

Hath hefo long held out with me vntirdc, 

And flops he now for breath? 

Ente Darby. 

How now,what newes with you ! 

Dar. My Lord, I hcarc the Marquelfc Dorfet 
Is Hcd to Richmond, in thofc parts beyond the Teas where 
he abides. 

King. Catesby. Cat. My Lord. 

King. Rumor it abroad 
That Anne my wife is ru keandliketo die, 

1 will take order for her keeping dole ; 

Enquire me otit fome meane boi nc Gentleman, 

Whom I will marry ftraight to Clarence daughter, 

The boy is foolilb,and I iearenothim : 

Looke how thou dreamft : I fay againe,giueout 
That Anne my wife is lickc and like to die. 

About it, for it (lands me much vpon. 

To flop all hopes whofe growth may damage me, 

I muft be married to my brothers daughter. 

Or die my kingdome (lands on brittle glalTe, 

Murthcr her brothcrs,andthen marry her, 

Vneertaineway ofgainCjbutl am in 
So farre in blood, that (in plucke on (In, 

Tcarc falling pittie dwels not in this eye# 

EttterTirrel. 

Is thy nameTirrcIl? 

Tir. lames Tirrcl,and your moft obedient fubieA 
King. Artthou indeed i . 
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of Richard the third. 

7;.. prouc me my gracious faucraigne. 

Kiiio Darft thou rcfolueto kill a friend ofmine? 

f,r. \ my Lord, but I had rather kill two'deepe enemies. 

^ ’ ffhy there thou haft it, two deepe enemies, 

Focsto my rc(l,and my Twectc (Icepcsdifturbs, 

Are they that 1 would haue thee deale vpon: 

Tirrcl, /meane thofc badards in the Tower,- \ 

Tir, Let me hauc open mcancs to come to them, 

And (oone /Icrid you from the fearc of them. 

Cm. Thou fingft fweetc niuficke. Come hither Tirrill. 

Goby that token, rife and lend thine care. He vohijpers in his 

Tis no more but fo, fay it is done j ( eare. 

And I will loue thee, and preferc thee too. 

T/V. TisdoncmygraciousLord. 

Kmg. Shall we hcarc from thee r/rrel,crc we fleepe? 

Enter BuckingUatfi, 

7«>. YcfliallmyLord. 

Bnc. My Lord, I hauc confidcred in my mind, 

The late demaund that you did (bund mein. 

King. Wclljlctthat Pa(fc , Dorfet is fled to Richmond. 

J?»e. /hcare that newcs my Lord. 

King, Stanly, he is your wiues fonnc; fVe\ looke tdo if. 
-5«f.My Lord, /claime your gift, my due by promilc, 

For whichyour honor and your faith is pawnd, 

The Earicdomc ofHcrford and the moucables, 

The which you promiled 1 (bould polTelTe. 

King. Stanly looke to your wife, if (be conuey 
Letters to Richmond you lliall anfwci c it. 

What fay cs your highnclTctomy iufl demaund? 

King. As I remember, Henry the fixt 
Did prophefiethat Richmond fliould be king, 

^henRichmond was a little pccuilli boy, 

A king perhaps, perhaps. Buck. MyLOrd. 

King. How chance the Prophet could not at that time, 
Hiuctold me, /being bv, that /fhould kill him. 

Buck -My Lord,your promife for the EarJdomc. 

1^%’ Richmond.whcn laft / was at Exeter, 

/"hcMiior in curtcfic (liewcd me the Cnftis, 
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